The George Sand-

Ah! supposing I should carry it out well . . . what a dream!

You doubtless know that once more I am exposing myself
to the storms of the footlights (pretty metaphor) and that
"braving the publicity of the theatre" I shall appear upon
the boards of Cluny, probably, towards the end of December.
The manager of that "little theatre" is enchanted with le Sexe
faible. But so was Carvalho, which did not prevent him . . .
You know the rest.

Of course every one blames me for letting my play be given
in such a joint. But since the others do not want that play
and since I insist that it shall be presented to make a few
sous for the Bouilhet heirs, I am forced to pass that over. I
am keeping two or three pretty anecdotes about this to tell you
when we meet. Why is the theatre such a general cause of
delirium? Once one is on that ground, ordinary conditions
are changed. If one has had the misfortune (slight) not to
succeed, friends turn from one. They are very inconsiderate
of one. They never salute one! I swear to you on my word
of honor that that happened to me on account of le Candidat.
I do not believe in Holbachic conspiracies, but all that they
have done to me since March amazes me. But, I decidedly
don't bat an optic, and the fate of le Sexe faible disturbs me
less than the least of the phrases of my novel.

Public intelligence seems to me to get lower and lower! To
what depth of imbecility shall we descend? Belot's last book
sold eight thousand copies in two weeks. Zola's Conquete d#
Plassans, seventeen hundred in six months, and there was not
an article about it. All the Monday-morning idiots have just
been swooning away about M. Scribe's Une Chmne. France
is ill, very ill, whatever they say; and my thoughts are more
and more the color of ebony.

However, there are some pretty comic elements: (1) the
Bazaine escape with the episode of the sentinel; (2) VHistoire
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